424                               LOTPIAIR.

and master by the same combined energy and taste whidh
had proved so satisfactory and successful at Muriel Towers

It was a long room, the front saloon at Hyde Park
Gardens, and the door was as remote as possible from the
mantelpiece. It opened suddenly, but only the panting
face of Mr. Putney Giles was seen, as he poured fotth in
hurried words: * My dear, dreadfully late, but I can dress
in five minutes. I only opened the door in passing, to tell
you that I have seen our great friend; wonderful man !
but I will tell you all at dinner, or after. It was not he
who kept me, but the Duke of Brecon. The Duke has been
with me two hours. I had a good mind to bring him home
to dinner, and give him a bottle of my '48. They like that
sort of thing ; but it will keep,' and the head vanished.

The Duke of Brecon would not have dined ill had he
honoured this household. It is a pleasant thing to see an
opulent and prosperous man of business, sanguine and full
of health, and a little overworked, at that royal meal,
dinner. How he enjoys his soup! And how curious in his
fish ! How critical in his entree, and how nice in his
Welsh mutton ! His exhausted brain rallies under the glass
of dry sherry, and he realises all his dreams with the aid
of claret that has the true flavour of the violet.

' And now, my dear Apollonia,' said Mr. Putney Giles,
when the servants had retired, and he turned his chair and
played with a new nut from the Brazils, * about our great
friend. Well, I was there at two o'clock, and found him
at breakfast. Indeed, he said, that had he not given me an
appointment, he thought he should not have risen at all,
BO delighted he was to find himself again in an English
bed. Well, he told me everything that had happened. I
never knew a man so unreserved, and so different from
what he was when I first knew him, for he never much
cared then to tal^ about himself. But no egotism, nothing
of that sort of thirg : all his mistakes, all his blunders, as